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Mabax, 

H E three Graces, which, above 

all other Arts, fo powertully 

charm the Soul, are Poetry, Painting 
and Muſick. And cach of theſe 1s 
nothing elſe, but a certain agreeable 
beauty made up of a regular Compoſi- 
don of Language, Colour and Sound, 
which, finding their Way to the Mind, 
dy thoſe two noble Inftruments of Sen- 
ation, the Eye and the Ear, entertain 
u. in the higheſt Perfection. All theſ: 
probably were exerted together in S9l;- 
mrs fair One, as the preſent Age is 
convinced they are in you. Her Lan- 
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guage, like yours, was natural Poetry; 
her Voice Muſick ; and the excellent 
colouring, and Formation of her Fea- 
tures, Painting: But ſtill, like yours, 
drawn by the inimitable Pencil of Na- 


ture, Life itſelf; a Pattern for the great: 
eſt Maſters, but copying after none; 


I will not ſay Angels are not caſt in the 
ſame Mold. 
THUS Solomon was a Poet, and 


thus I tranſlatc. He drew the Charms 


which his beautiful Saphira preſented ; 


and I tranſcribe from you. We may. 


equally boaſt of being inſpired, each ot 
our Breaſts having been filled with a 
Goddeſs; only with this Difference, 
that my Poem ouglit to excel, as [ 
have had the Advantage of a brighter 
Object, whoſe Beauties, as yct unſul- 
licd dy the wanton Gales of Love, like 
new-fallen Snow, glitter with a ſuperior 


Luſtre. 
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| uſed to contemplate this happy 
Monarch's Love with Pleaſure, and be- 
hold his Charmer with Admiration. 


Forgive me, injured Maid! I deſpiſed 
| our cold northern Iflands for produc- 


ing ſo indifferent a Race of Females; 
no more to be compared with the Idea I 
had formed of her, than Sper/er's ſhow 
Lady to the real Flerimel. But, when I 


ſaw you, like the Star which is Harbin- 


ger of the Day, dart thro' the Gloom, 
and glow with Charms too bright to be 
beheld, good Gods! How aſtoniſhed, 
how changed I was! I viewed you, as 


the Angels did the new created World, 


with exceſſive Delight; and, inſtead of 
admiring Saphira, adored you. 

O lovely Deity, pardon the Pre- 
ſumption of this Addreſs, and favour 
my weak Endeavours. If my Con- 
leſion of your divine Power is any 
where too faint, believe it not to pro- 

cced 


4 | 
1 0 
Ml 


q | i 
; | 
1 
x j 
| * 
| 
* '| 
i \| 
0 
l af 
> 
3 
N 
5 
(8 "438 
# n 
„ bo 
' 


— 


— —— ꝶäꝶ—ͤ— 
2 —— — — ys —i—.Ü D 


— — —— — — r - . —t- — ” am” 


— — 


| 


DEDICATION: 


cced from a Want of due Reſpect, but 
of a Capacity more than human. Who- 
ever thinks of you can no longer be 
himſelf ; and, if he could, ought to be 
ſomething above Man to cclebrate the 


Accompliſhments of a Goddeſs. 


TO you I owe my Creation as a 
Lover; and in the Beams of your Beau- 


ty only I live, and move, and exiſt. 
It there ſhould be a total Suſpenſion of 


your Charms, I mult fall to nothing. 
But it ſecms to be out of your Power 
to deprive us of their kind Influence; 
wherever you ſhine you fill our Hearts, 
and you are charming out of Neceſſity, 

as the Author of Nature is good. 
YOU are too heavenly, and there- 
fore muſt be good. O permit me, 
your deſpairing, yet molt ſincere Sup- 
pliant, to approach the Altar of your 
Beauty ; to oficr up the firſt Fruits of 
my Mule, and, with a diſtant Hope, to 
implore 
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mplore your Favour. My infidel 
feart was firſt converted by your 
Charms, and will triumph with Con- 
fancy under all the Sufferings it ſhall 
meet with in their Service : And tho' 
[Want of ſufficient Merit may juſtly bar 
t from the Expectation of a future Bleſ- 
* yet, O divine Being, indulge me 
the temporal Happineſs of ſubſcribing 


wyiclf, 
Tear moſt devoted, 
muſt cbedient, and 


moſt rumbie Slave. 


— — 
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P REFACE 


HO' the following Tranſlation comes into the 
World obſcurely, and without a Name, as if it 
rere ſome ſpurious Offspring not proper to be coun- 
tenanced; yet give me Leave to obſerve, that theſe 
natural Children of the Muſes, which are molt com- 
maly begotten in a Heat of poetick Blood, and a 
reat Vigour and Strength of Fancy, are often more 
thy and long-lived than others, and carry the 
Warks of an eaſier Spirit and a more florid Conſtitution. 
If to theſe Advantages of Birth the happy Incidents 
of Education are added, ſuch as drawing the refined 
Air of PR ASSVS, playing upon the Banks of Hz 1- 
con, and cooling their youthful Heat by repeated 
Draughts of the Fountain HiepyoCRkENE, I need not 
w how far theſe ſtolen Conceptions will exceed any 
Thing that is laboured in the valgar indifferent Way 
f 2 « ſtomary Fſpouſal. That the Thoughts of this 
Performa ance were as well ſuggeſted by Genius and Na 
ure, as improved by the common Rules of Art, can- 
Nc doe be queſtioned by thole who view the Author in 
that Light which he has given us of limſelt; as a 
Ng Lover, inſpired with the Charms, and furniſhed 
ith a Deſcription from the Beauties of the fair Crea- 
ture whoſe Name he has placed before his Dedication. 
HE was a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxrozn, the 
Fer and Hopes ot 1 Family Ot 8 od (. ondition 11d 
4A in that ( County, whoſe axtarcal and acquired 
Valities were ſuch as might juitify a particular Fang- 
ove rick ; bu C, ſince his Name is to be conceal: d, 
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this only, which his Friends have conſented ſhould he 
made publick. He died this laſt Winter, of that Dic. 
temper_which Phyficians call a Fever upon the Spirits 
when the Indiſpoſition ſeems to proceed more from the 
Uneaſineſs of Mind than IIlneſs of Body; and is ſuch 
as. either cludes their rt, or falls not within the'r 
Method of Preſcription. This Defign ſeems to have 
been executed the Summer before, upon his having 
accidentally been in Company with the fair Ladv, why 
at once kindled in his Breaſt the Fires of Love and 
Poetry. And this, being a Circumſtance never ſuſpected 
by his Friends, has made them apprehenſive that ſome 
real or imaginary Diſcouragement might have hovered 
over his young Paſſion, and given it this fatal Blaſt 
in its ſo early and tender Bloom. But as all this is 
only Conjecture, they do not pretend to accuſe any 
Per on living as acceſſory to their unfortunate Loſs ; 
they only deplore their not knowing the particular 
Situation of his Mind, that they might have endea- 
voured to apply the proper Prefſervative. That he de- 
ſigned the following Sheets for the Preſs ſeems pretty 
plain, not only from his having written the Dedicati- 
en, but particularly ſpecifying that he had taken the 
ſourth Chapter from ST: 1's Mifcellanies, with ſome 
few Alterations, As he ingenuouſly acknowledges in a 
margin] Note. And therefore, juſt as he left them, 
they are {ent into the World, with the fame Title- 
page; by which it looks as if he intended to conceal 
his own Name from publick Notice, while he had the 
Pleaſure in Obſcuritv to blazon the Charms of his Mi- 


ſtreſs, by copying from her the ſeveral Features of 


the keauty he draws; which, conſidering the eaſtern 
„anner, and allegorical Expreſſion, does in his Hands 
become an Original. And whether, by thus taking 
the diſtin Perfeftions of his celebrated Piece from 
one hingle Perſon, he miy have ſucceeded fo well 35 
AFELLE3, who drew hjs Viss from a Collection 
ol beautilul Parts taken from a Number of the com- 
pleatelt 
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TREFACE. 

eatelt Females he could meet with, I muſt leave thoſe 
o judge who have ſeen the young Lady that furniſhed 
the whole Magazin of Graces ſo well diſpoſed in this 
happy Scholar's Portrait. Whether he intended to 
have written any Thing by way of Preface or Apolo- 
gy, we cannot determine ; but nothing of that Kind 
wpearing, has made us think it proper to give this 


Account of the Occaſion, and what follows of the 


Manner of our Author's Conduct in this Affgir. 

It is certain that he has all along kept the Senſe of 
the vulgar Tranſlation in View and if what he was o- 
bliged, by the Nature of his Delign, to add, has given 
10 true Illuitration to the ſublime Meining of the al- 
orical Writing; ſo neither, may we venture to ſay, 
has it diminiſhed, or debas d, or any Way altered the 
Senſe of it; but left it full as applicable now, as 
ever it could be in the Original. That Sor ono did 
not directly and immediately intend this as a Kind of 
Oer kA, or dramatick Performance, to celebrate the 
exceeding Happineſs he enjoyed in a mutual Intercourſe 
of Pleaſures with a Woman of his SrzacL10, can be 
inſuted on by no One who conſiders the Nature of his 
own and his Father Dav1y's prophetick Writings ; 
rhere, though ſome other Meaning than what appears 
nay be couched by a ſupernatural Direction ; yet the 
plan and obvious Senſe was always underſtuod of their 


Jon Affairs, and by them ſuited to ſome particular Oc- 


carrences of no extraordinary Kind. 

THIS being allowed, we will endeavour to ſind out 
tho the Perſon was, which has been diſtinguiſhed to 
folterity by ſuch a tender Defcription and warm Re- 
rreſentation of her own and her royal Maſter's Paſſion. 
ind tho" this may ſeem to be an Inquiry of a nice and 


122 : .. 2» 0 
amcult Nature, but of little or no Advantage to the 


Commonwealth of Letters; yet 1 hope to make ſome 
diſcovery in it, for an Embelliſhment of this particu- 


be Ladies. I know that this SUuLTAasA bas been vul- 
garly 


ar Piece, and for the Satisfaction of my candid Keaders 
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garly ſuppoſed to be Pnanaon's Daughter, becauſe 
SOLOMON is recorded to have eſpouſed ſuch a one : 
For, in the“ Hiſtory of his Life and Actions it is ex- 
preily mentioned, that he entred into an Alliance with 
PAE AO King of EGYPT, and married his Daughter, 
and brought her home to the City of his Father Da. 
vid: And after he had finiſhed the Temple at Jygu- 
SALFM, and ſome other publick Edifices of Strength 

2nd Beauty; he built a Palace for her pa rticularly f 
which looks like a Mark of very great Favorr and F- 
ſteem; as it probably was , and not thing elſe, For, 
having marricd the Daughter of fo powe rful a Prince 


1% the King of Ecver, (very likely for Reaſons of 


State, and to ſtrengthen the intereſt of his own Coun- 
try by an Alliance with fo formidable : Potentate) he 
could not help ſhewing all the Regard that was due 
to her high Birth and C ondition, by building her a fe- 
parate Court, and granting her ſuch an Allowance as 
might he ſuſſicient to fupport her in a proper Grandeur, 
And this he might do without the leaſt Embaraſiment of 
his. private — or Opprettion of his Subjects; 
if we co: ider, t! lat, by the admirab' le = rey of Com- 
merce which he h. d eſtabliſhed with 2 maritime Por cr 
he hag made Gold and Silver, at he as 8 
the Dirt in the Streets. Now, that he ad here in- 
troduced could not be this Earr riss Prince, ems 
renſonahle from nence, becauſe ſhe is haractered 254 
private Perſon, a Shepherdeſs, one that kept a Vin 
vard, and was uſed ill by her Mother's Children. 
which will correſpond very well with ſome Somebody 
elſe ; but cannot, without great Straining, be draun 


to fit {© illumrious a Princeſs. Not but that this luste 


rious and rich Prince could well afford ro mira 
his Concubines, in their ſeveral Houtes and Garurns 
of Pleat , with $ Magni nee truly 105 15 > | 
rrabable he did many of them. And this Lacey frems 
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to be attended with a Number of female Slaves pri- 
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riated to her own particular Uſe: Though it is as 
robable that he often diverted himſelf privately with 
them as a Shepherd in Maſquerade, in his Groves and 
Wilderneſſes, curiouſly conſiſting of the molt exqui- 
fre rural Amuſements, and the molt delicate Collecti- 
ons of Flowers, Fruits and Spices. And he is here 
deſcribed as coming by Stealth in the Night to her 
Chamber or Apartment, and ſhe as privately ſollicitous 
in her Search after him; which probably was a con- 
certed Deſign upon ſuch Occaſions, to enliven their 
Pleaſures, by making them ſeem attended with Dan- 
ger and Difficulty : All which are a Sort of little a- 
greeable familiar Liberties, not ſo conſiſtent with the 
Formality and Ceremony commonly uſed with a royal 
Conſort, 

THEREFORE, fecing we have fo good Reaſon to 
conclude that this was not PuARAOAH's Daughter, we 
will next endeavour to ſhew who ſhe was. And here 
we are deſtitute of all Manner of Light, but what is 
afforded us by that little AX A BIA Manuſcript menti- 
oned in the philoſophical Tranſactions of Aus ra- 
pan 1558. faid to be found in a Marble Cheſt among 
the Ruins of ParmyRaA, and preſented to the Univer- 
ity of LEYDEN by Dr. HEgmaxxNus Horrman., The 
Contents of which are ſomething in the Nature of Me- 
woirs of the Court of SoLowos, giving a ſuccinct 
Account of the chief Offices and Polts in his Hou- 
hold; of the ſeveral Funds of the Royal Revenue; 
of the Giltin Apartments in his Palace there; of the 
different Seraglios, being Sixty two in Number in that 
on? City. (Tho' our young Author ſeems to ſuppoſe 
all the King's \ittreſfes were kept in one,) Then 
there is an Account given ot the SULTaxas ; their 
Manner of Treatment and Living; their Birth and 
Country, with {ome Touches of their perſonal Endow - 
ments, how long they continued in Favour, and what 
the Keſuit was of the King's Fondneſs for exch of 
thcm, Among theſe there is particular Mention made 
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of a Slave of more exceeding Beauty than had ever 
been known before ; at whole Appearance the Charms 
of all the reſt vaniſhed, like Stars beſore the Morning 
Sun; that the King cleaved to her with the ſtrongeſt 
Affection, and was not ſeen out of the SERAGTIO 
where ſhe was kept ſor above a Month. That ſhe was 
taken Captive, together with her Mother, out of a 
Vineyard on the Coaſt of Cixcass1a, by a Corſair 
of Hizam King of Tyr, and brought to Jerxusa- 
LEM, It is ſaid the was placed in the ninth SERAGL10, 
to the Eaſt of PaLmyRaA, which in the Henprew 
Tongue is called Tapmor., Which, without farther 
Particulars, are ſufficient to convince us, that this was 
the charming Perſon ſung with ſo much Rapture by 
the royal Poet, and in the Recital of whoſe Amour 
he ſeems fo tranſported. For ſhe ſpeaks of herſelf as 
one that kept a Vineyard; and her Mother's introduc- 
ing her in one of the Gardens of Pleaſure, (as it ſeems 
the did at the firſt preſenting of her to the King) is 
here diſtinctly mentioned. The Manuſcript farther 
takes Notice, that ſhe was called Sa>z#1ra, from the 
heavenly Blue of her Eyes ; which are Hints I find the 
ingenious Tranſlator has taken from ſome Converſa- 
tion we once had upon this Head, And now I think, 
if this Roll of Parchment may be allowed to have lain 
uncorrupted ſo many hundred Years, as, in a Cheſt of 
durable and firm Marble, well cemented and lying in a 
dry ſandy Earth, may not be impoſſible, there can be 
no Reaſon to ſuſpect the fair Cixcas$1aN, and the 
celebrated Beauty in the Song, for being different Per- 
jons, 

I SHALL only beg your Patience, kind Reader, 
while I add a Word or two more by Way of Apology 
for the young Gentieman's Performance, which you 
have, ſuch as it is, without any Alteration. There 
are ſome Things which i could have wiſhed might have 
been drawnzover with another Colouring ; and which, 
had they come to my Wich in my Pupil's * 
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bis Tutor, I ſhould have adviſed him to have caſt in 
another Form. But being become, as it were, a Re- 
lique ſince his Death, I look upon it as a Kind of Pro- 
faneneſs to change its Shape, as well as profeſs m 
Want of Capacity to ſet any Thing of this Kind in 4 
more beautiful Light. Yet I would fain excuſe what 1 
am not certain to be irreproveable ; and muſt defire the 
Reader of a nice Ear, if he meets with any Thing not 
ſo well tuned, to conſider it as the firſt Attempt of a 
Novice, whoſe Eagerneſs is apt to precipitate them 
too much, eſpecially in their firſt Performances; tho', 
from my Pupil's uſual Correctneſs in his College-Exer- 
ciſe, I may venture to pronounce of him what Ovi 
did of himſelf, when prevented from reviewing his 
Works by a leſs fatal Occation, 


Emendaturus, fi licuiſſet, erat. 


' Whatever is too puerile, looſe, or ſuperfluous, would 
certainly, in a great Meaſure, have been pruned a- 
' way; and the Roughneſs filed and poliſhed into a 
more agreeable Luſtre. But, however, I will venture 
| to ſay, as it is, that the Images which here and there 
| appear in a looſe Dreſs, are no more than Copies of 


the antique Drapery, and, to any who would be thought 


free from Prudery, may appear without the leaſt Ex- 
ception. If the Muſe is bold and plain in the Origi- 
nal, ſhe only puts on an Air of Freedom, to take an 
Opportunity of diſcovering ſome of her Beauties; and 
if the Copyelt uſes the ſame Artilice, tho” he miſcarries 
in his Attempt, he ſhould not be blamed for endea- 
vouring to imitate ſuch a Maſter-Stroke. The great 
Fear is, that he has drawn his Copy in too faint a Light; 
which very Fault, if he be guilty of it, will ſcreen him 
from the Imputation of having run into the vther Ex- 
treme, and vutdone the Boldneſs of his Original. 

FOR my Part, if I be allowed to ſpeak without Suſ- 
| picton of Partiality, I think it :nferior to few of the 
kroductions of late Years, for the Sublimity of Digi- 
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on and Harmony of Numbers. Were any of our mo- 
dern Tragedies interlaced with ſome of the golden 
Wires drawn from theſe Love-Speeches, how would 


ſet off the dry and inſipid Stuff with which moſt of 
their coarſe-ſpun Pages are lined | 


Purpureus, late qui ſplendeat, unus & alter 
Aſutur pans. —— 


Whereas this is a whole Piece of rich glowing Scarlet; 
which, cut out into thin Shreds, and ſtitched upon their 
Heroes and Princeſſes, would ſhine thro' a hundred 
Plays; filling the Heads of the Bears with Rapture, 
and the Hearts of the Ladies with Tenderneſs; dwel- 
ling upon their Lips in endleſs Repetitions, and o- 
bliging them to ſpend their agreeable Voices in pal- 
lionate Encomiums upon the Author, 

BUT I have done. I pray this Fondneſs may be 
excuſed ; as Guardian to a Virgin-Muſe, 1 may be al- 
lowed to recommend my Charge in my own Market- 
Phraſe ; and, provided the World is bat civil to that, 
they have my free Leave to take what Liberties they 
pleaſe with my aukward and odd Manner of introducing 
IT, 


Oxon. March 25. 1720. 


THE 


they glitter and dazzle the Ears of the Audience, and 
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 IgpPIRGINS of Aro, ye fair female Kind, 
oi Who lire tg Love's foft Meaſures well inclin'd, 
| Whoſe gentler \Linds have known the pleaſing Smart, 

| And felt his Venom tickling thro' your Heart, 

| To vou the following tender Scenes I write,” 
To you, beſt Judges ef the beſt Pelight. 
„Thrice happy he who could his Muſe employ 
ö 6 
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FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


“** d T 5 
To heighten and improve ſo ine a ſoy. 
Hence the {ott Sex conveniently may find 
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What {uw ect Ideas flutter in the Breaſt; 
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by melting 5 are expreſt ; 


How lafe the joys that fill their circling Arms, 
When Men of Senſe are truſted with their Charms. 
* + | * 1 j N nd 2 3 - . 
Nor | * 110 . L v 41 1 LOTCly n Phrale ohend, 
. . Py 4 how 2 » v8 * _ ” vy% 0 ” 
| thus thole EASTERN Beaus their Pailion penn'. : 
”_* v = * - 1 
The Sentiments were ſuch; n ſuch a Pair, 
11 N . —y H/ * i . Wh 
V here ke vas molt difcreet, and ſhe molt fair : 
1 ; IE ton at 3 — * 
[NO we ma wei conclude, from M nat s Tit, 


The Man h * 0 a2 


attena ! the Lad 


„ and the Woman Wit. 
irlt ſhall Silence brow 


nakes her ſpeak. 
A 
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2 Tbe Faik CIRCcASsSIAN. 


CANIOQO L 
SHE. 


Love ! thy mighty Burnings who can bear ! 
What Thirſt, what Fever can with mine compare! 

With Speed conduct me to the loy ely Swain 
That fires my Soul, and cauſes all my Pain; 
'Tis only that dear Youth whoſe balmy Kiſs 
Can mitigate my Smart with healing Bliſs. 
O come, my deareſt, come, and hither bring 
Thy Lips adorn'd with all the blooming Spring. 
A thouſand Sweets their fragrant Atoms blend; 
Which, in a Gale of [oy, thy Breath attend : 
Such ſoothing Cordials to my Soul app ly 
Heal me with Kifſes, Love, or elſe I die; 
With: poignant taſteful Kiſſes, ſuch as thine, 
Whoſe Flavour far excels the richeſt Wine. 

At the dear Mention of thy charming Name, 
The bluſhing Nes diſcloſe their hidden Flame; 
While Zrruras bland the pleating Accents bear, 
Perfumes are u aftcd thro' the gentle Air; 
The pow 'rtul Sound enchants the lill ining Grove, 
And tender Damſels ficken into Love. 

M here c'er von 90,5, M here e'er vour Steps! vou move, 
Thither I'm hurried on the W ing; of Love; 
His ſilken Cords my vielding Limbs enthral, 
And I ruſt follow mv Beloved's Call; 
But, while ſuch mighty Charms as his invite, 
My Chains are Tranſport, and my Task Delight. 

Whit won'd m V bee my lovely Tyrant have: 
Oh! whicher wou'dſt thou draw thy willing Slave : 
I fee, I fee the golden Doors untold, . 
The Royal Bed, with Ravtures, I behold ; 
Jo thee my irgin Plulhes | reftong 
And, ſpite f inbred Vodeity, I'm thine. 
Feſtarie Fleafvre fills my; {ping Sorl, ; 
As Wines, profuſely pour d, o'criiow the Bowl: 


* we 
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0 ſtay, my flitting Senſes, and record 
The Bliſs theſe momentary Joys afford; 
Yes, to my kind Endearments I'll be true, 
and give thy wond'rous Love its Praiſes due. 
Ye Tixzax Maids, whoſe Skins allure the Sight 
With milky Fields of pure unblemith'd White, 
My artleſs Beauties, tho', compared with you, 


| They ſeem to fade and give a browner Hue, 


Are Beauties ſtill, and only look leſs fair, 
sun-burnt and tarniſh'd with the noontide Air. 
of ſix Daughters was the lateſt born, 

My Mother's Darling, but my Siiters Scorn; 

My opening Bloom with jealous Eyes they view d, 
And fell Revenge their envious Minds purſu'd; 
Me lonely to the diſtant Hills they fend, 


Helpleſs myſelf, the Vineyards to defend: 


24 „ 


Where Southern Blaſts and Rays of ſcorching Heat 

Did on my Face and tender Boſom beat. 

let I, with Patience, in their Vineyards lay 

\W hole dewy Nights, and watch'd em all the Day: 
ah! me; my own, but ill ſecur'd the While, 

To bold rapacious Love became a Spell. . 


| Rudely he leapt the Mounds, the Fence deſtroy'd, 


Nor ceas'd till with the budding Cluſters cloy'd 
Tell me, my lovely Spoiler, thy Retreat; 

now forgive; for oh! the Theft was fi cet. 

If you, a Prince, will grace the üb: ning Court, 
Let me, your Slave, among, vour * an reſort : 
Or if, in Shep herds Weeds. vor 11 humbly deign 
To feed your Flock along ih' extended Plain 
Tell me beneath whar coollv ſpre ading cha; de 
At noontide Hours thy lovely Limbs are . 
Tell me, my n left 1 chanc e to ſtrav 
Among the Shepherds Tents, and loſe my Way. 


29 


1 E. 
O faireſt of thy Sex ! to hear thy Voice 
The Shepherds and their Sheep alike rejoice ; 


\\ hote 
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Whoſe Bleatings from the Plain ſalute thine Ear, 
And tell the Flocks and Cottages are near: 
The little Path their cloven Feet have trod, 
Will bring thee to thy longing Swain's Abode ; 
There may the Kidlings bro ge the ſ:rubby Green, 
And we ly ſhelter'd in the leafy Ream, 
How deny, my Love, thy Charms appear ! 

How unaffected all thy Motions are! 

Like Art thy very Negligences ine, 

And Beauty moves in every Step of thine, 
So tread the manag'd Steeds wit th comely Gait, 
Harncii'd to draw the gilded Coach of State, 
Whote eaſy Shapes in juſt Proportion rif- 

And eratity the pleas' 1 Spectator's Eyes. 
Franſparent Pendents, with a brill liant L icht, 
Adorn thy Cheeks and Ka int em to the sight 
The Chains that circle round thy Teck with G ld, 
in og Links the fatal Gazers hold. 
„hafte, ye Nymphs, with kn "ns ply 

The Loom, and interweave the various dye; 

Let Flow'rs of Silver rovnd the Borders inc, 
lixt wit th a running Train of golden Twine ; 
With theſe adorn my Fair, for vulgar Sight; 

Fut me her native Charms alone deslignt. 


9 1 , * 
How my Perſumee, by cloſe Fmibroces preſt, 

1 ; , k 

JI aut and han UPON my CNT. 

X _ 9 0 1 1 . 9 ; U * 1 
AlN, Une he b. quets at the. board, 
* ry ' 

Lo al around 2 tragrant Scent ahora. 

* * 
TY . . | * > 
Rut, „hen in amorbus Folds our Holums meet, 


. * * 0 * 4 pe 0 A 
iv I eve himfelt is like rich Odour? fweer ; 
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The FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 
Thy Charms the reſt of Humankind ſurpaſs, 


As loftier Vines excel the lowly Graſs ; 


Or, as among the twiſting Vines is ſeen 

The cluſtered Camphire with ſuperior Green. 

Oh! how tranſcendently my Love is fair! — 

To paint his Beauties, what ſhall ! compare ! 
How languithing his Eyes ! like cooing Doves, 

| Emitting at each Glance their mutual Loves, 

Behold, my Life, our dear expecting Bed 

| With Coverlets of Preh Verdure ſpread: 

{ 1 Columns of Cedar, of the choiceſt Grain. 

In Rows the ſilken Canopy ſuſtain ; 

Of inlaid Firr the level Floor; above, 

The vaulted Cicling glows with pictur d Love. 


CANTO IL 
H E. 


Bloom like thine attends the verna! Roſe, 
Such White the Lily of the Valley ſhows. 
AS theſe among the Briers dittinguiſh' d ſtaud, 
do you excel the Daughters 0: the Land. 


S HE. 


und you, my Prince, ſo eminently fair 
'bove the brighteſt Sons of Men appear, 
As the Pomegranate, with its gold ien Rind, 
| xcceds the neighb' ring Trees of hIvan Kind. 
Ender the Shade with ſweet Delight L lay, 
ProteGed kindly from the ſultry Davy ; 
His Fruits, with eaver Appe tite, I cat, 
ladnlg'd my Taſte, and cool'd my f2inting Hear. 


ve and my Charmer, now, from noontide Bow'rs, 


To ſpend in various Scenes our bicſsful Hours ; 
Love to the bananeting Pavilion brings, 
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His ſilken Banner hovers in the Air, 

And Love diſplays himſelf emblazon'd there. 

With fev'riſh Heat he ſeizes every Part, 

Burns in my Veins, and revels in my Heart. 

O bring of cool Sherbet an ample Bowl, 

Allay my Flame, and pour it on my Soul ; 

My ebbing Life with ſpritely Fruits repair, 

And ſooth my raging Breaſt; for Love is there. 
Yet, oh! how ſoft, how pleaſant is the Bed! 

M hen on his Arm I lean my loveſick Head: 

On his Left-Arm my loveſick Head I place, 

His Right infolds me with a warm Embrace. 

Soft, I adjure you, by the nimble Fawns, 

And Hinds that bound acroſs the flow'ry Lawns, 

Ye ſportive Damſels, that ye ſoſtly move, 

Nor with your V oices wake my ſleeping Love. 
Hark ! thro' the Dawn a heavenly Muſick breaks, 

It thrills my Soul, for my Beloved ſpeaks. 

Up, like the bounding Hart, he ſprings, he flies, 

And thro' the Latteſs darts his radiant Eyes: 

To me he calls, Ariſe, ariſe! my Fair; 

Calm is the Morning, and ſerene the Air; 

The wintry Cold is gone, the genial Spring 

Proyokes the Flow'rs to blow, the Birds to {ing : 

The wanton Turtle, in the neighb'ring Grove, 

Sits cooing, and renews his Tale of Love: 

Behold ! the pregnant Fig begins to ſhoot, 

The Vine in Clullers vields its purple Fruit; 

All Nature ſmiling welcomes ia the Day: 

Ariſe, my lovely Fair, and come away. 


HE. ; 
From the cool Grottos of the Rock I hea 
My Charmer's Voice, and blefs my raviſh' 1 Ear, 
Come forth, my Dove, compleat thy Swain's Delight, 
And give thy beautcons Verſon to his Sight. 
Haſte, hafte, ve nimmbte lunters, ſpread the Net, 
Witt many a Toll the Vinevards round beſet, 


EE 


The 
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The wily Foxes take, and from the Vines, 
avert the little Vermin's fell Deſigns : 

Our Vineyards now the nobleſt Grapes proauce, 
The ripen'd Cluſters ſwell with purple yen, 


S HE. 


ram my Prince's, and my Prince 1s mine, 
Liak'd with a mutual Love our Hearts combine; 
Among the Lilies he abides all Day, 
Hienſelf as fair, himſelf as fweet as they. 

The Dews deſcend, the duſky Clouds ariſe, 
v iqht draws her fable Curtain o'er the Skies : 
tetfirn, my wand'ring Paramour, return, 
Vith me repoſe, and wait the coming Morn. 
Fly to my Arms, and let thy nimble Speed, 
The Mountain Roe or the witd Hart exceed. 


CANTOM, 
S FE: 


H E bu ty \ Vorld is huſut in ſilent Nags. 
18 Tune Silver Moon diſpla; s her pale r Li Tat; 2 
\ hen teeple = on my Bed 1 ly e 
For ah! the Partner of my Saul is gone. 

In vain I fend my ſearching lands around, 

Ay lovely Wanderer is nonhe "C found. 
Inward I grieve, and with confuſed Haſte 

My 2 le o'er my Shoulders ſliglitly caſt. 

then thro' the ( City run, with eager Pace, 

Ind F foot k my Fugitive from Place ds Place. 
Vroathleſs and faint | range oer ev'ry Street, 
and move, with Pain, my tender fa ring Feet. 
The nightly Watch 1 hail, and thus inquire, 
tw vou the Object of my Soul's 3 Delire ? 

1h: ey knew not of him: Scarce from that] paſt, 
Put ſtraight I found and held my C harms r fait. 
(round his Neck mv longing a Arms L Aung. 

Flew 1 to his Lips, and on lays 5 nuties hung 


vy 
1 
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Then to my Mother's Houſe my Captive led, 

And fondly drew him to the genial Bed. 

Ye Daughters of the Land paſs gently by, 
Behold my Love, but with a filent Eye: 

I charge you, by the Hinds and Foreſt Roes, 

Not to diſturb him in his ſoft Repoſe. 

See! from the {ecret/Bow'r of Love he comes, 
The ambient Air is f11'd with his Perfumes ; 
Where'er he goes, he breathesa fpicy Breeze, 

And waſts ambroſial Fragrance thro” the Trees. 
Behold his Bed! the Guards around it ſtand, 

Threeſcore, the ſtouteſt Sons of all the Land: 

Their valiant Breaſts are ſtampt with many a Scar, 

At Home rever'd, and terrible in War: 

Each on his Thigh a mighty Sabre wears, 

To free the Night from falle alarming Fears. 

Pillars, with Silver Cornice wrought above, 

Whoſe Baſe is Gold, ſuſtain the rich Alcove: 

Sweet Woods of LE NANO the Frame compoſe, 

The lofty Canopy with Purple plows : 

The Middle, pav'd with downy Love, invites, 

The Virgin Nymphs to taſte its ſoft Delights. 
Approach, fond Maids, and fee my lovely King 

Crown'd with the Beauties of the gaudy Spring, 

The Garland his indulgent Mother wove, 

Againſt the ſolemn Feſtival of Love. | 

CANT O--IV. 
. 

OUR envious Thovphts conceal, ye rival Throng, 
And while I ſing my Fair, attend my Song. 
Her dovelike Eyes ten thoutand Charms diſpence, 

Breathing at once both Love and Innocence. 

Behoid ! adown her Neck the wavy Locks 

Friſk like exulting Kils o'er Gittad's Rocks. 


Her 
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er Ivory Teeth in beauteous Order ſtand, 
Like Sheep new-waſhed and whiten'd on the Strand ; 
zen, dropping from the Flood their ſnowy Skins, 
bach with their Lambs appears, and each with Twins, 
| Her Lips like Threads of Scarlet brightly glow ; 
in ſweeteſt Sounds her moving Accents flow. 
around her Checks ſoft circling Treſſes ſhine, ? 
| juſt as the tender Ringlets of the Vine - 
ound the plump Fruit their wanton Curles entwine. Y 
Her Marble Neck the ſparkling Gems adorn, 
As blazing Puosr uon gilds the roſy Morn, 
| $h2p'd like the lofty Tow'r in Stos's Fields, 
Studded and hung with Warriors mighty Shields, 
Jer Breaſts, where Love and all his Graccs dwell, 
pregnant with Bloom and rip'ning Bcauties [well ; 
like young Twin-Roes that graze the verdant Meads, 
With Br ids juſt ſprouting ſrom their Velvet Heads. 
| Hence to the Hills of Myrrh I'll haſte away, 
Where {picy Breezes round my Head ſhall play ; - 
There ſpend in gentle Dreams the gloomy Night, 
Till Morning Sun reſtores his golden Light. 
From rocky LtBANON return, my Love, 
To Hf RMO $ dewy Hill and Sur six $ Grov . 
See from AAN As green and ſhady Brow 
The diſtant broſpect of the Vales below. 
Securely hence the ſpotted Leopard view, 
Nor fear the rugged Lion's brindled Hue, 
0 Maid divine ly fair! whoſe every Part, 
Like pointed Lightning melts my ravilk'd He: 
dh with your Love I lothe the Charms of Wi ind 
Nor for the M ineyard's purple Stores rep ine. 
o feet vou breathe, that whereſoc'er vou 8 
The Gales of ſpicy Suna ſeem to blow. 
| Thy kindly Lips a luſcious Juice dillil, 
and every Kifs with liquid Honies fil! : 
With Scents © py Lreaxox thy Veſture ground 
catters 7eviving Odours all around 
| 1 Ju- 


—— — 
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The various Sweets which feed the thymy Bee, Wi 

My Dear, my lovely Prince's, are in thee. 01 
The Garden thus, ſome Spot ot Pleaſure lieg an 

Inclos'd for Privacy from vulgar Eyes ; 

in thee each Flow'r uprears its colour Head, 

Soft vernal Airs the bloomy Ruds difpread ; | 

Tors.ever ſmiling in thy Glances play, 4 


As trembling Streams reflect the gilded Davy, 8 
Spikenard and Cinnamon, that loves the * ale, 8 
Rich thur: al, Fruits, in thee, their Sweets exhale: 2 
Sairon, v ith Cassis Ort __ pre cioi 15 Oil, | 
Supply'd by bleſt Agaura's fruitful 2 oil, « 
\\ hole ſpicy Rind, with ſmelling Gum diſte ent, * 
Breathes thro' the Air a kind bal! 2mic Sent: Al. 
\\ hile fragrant Dew s in fleccy Vapours riſe, M. 
And balmy Clouds perfume the azure Skies. Ca 
: MI 
. ve 
Awake, 0 ZEPHYR, or thou lovthern Breeze, Ar 
In gentle Murmurs fan the branchy Frees; 
With foothing Breath upon my Garden blow, Ti 
That orateful smells from ec; ry Plant may flow. r 
Let m. beloved. in the coolly Shade, Zu 
91 ( ® * 15 re mote [1 . s Tor 1h FH 61 | : () 
6 licious Fruitage pleaſe his Faſte, Pe. 
Le ni d with Toy, and bicts the kind Repait, Zu 
= 


\ 
wh. AF. 88 1 5 
ants ſo ſweet the Springs and Grottos give, . 
Wy _— x I 1 14 TI 
hat in thy Garden 1 would ever live. | 
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ror me the Vine with purple Cluſters glow'd, 
With Milk the Nut, the Peach with Nectar flow'd: 
0 here, mv Fair, forever let us ſtav, 

and ſpend in Love and Wine the live-long Day. 


SAE. 


Uſleep, but ſt; il my liſt' ning Fand * wakes, 
4 Voice whey me my Beioved fpeaks ; - 
To thy dear Arms, he Cries, my lovely Fair, 
Receive me from the dark inclement Air: 
4 The V apours fall, the arily Dews diitil, 
"he Drops of Night m3 Looks with Moildur e fil; 
tl; | the bolted Doors; 
« Ariic, dis! thy M anderer implores. 
Alas! the dark ning Shades my Sandals hide, 
Ur Mantle's negl;cent]; mY n aſide; 
Can 1 now ſind it? or deſile again 
My Feet juſt wath'd, and from the Bath Ang clean? 
Yet will come all bare ſoot and u adreſt, 


— 


and claſp thee dropping to my warmer Breait, 
Upon the Lock my Prince's Fingers move, 

The Sound dittolves my pirying Soul to Love : 

roſe, 1 flew with Speed to let him! in, 

aut too much Halte obltructed m\ Det: on : 

ber ev ry Bolt my wandring Fingers {tray 

Perfumed, and leave I ect Odours by the Way. 


But when I open'd, ah! my Love was gone, 
Tir'd out with my gy he nad v. e n. 
SOre. on Mind the Diſappointment hung, 
My Soul Kegret and th rp \ exXatzon fluns. 


_ „ a 
ul V ONCE 3 0 *] « round, 

2 * . . * ; . * P 

zut only Fcho e to the Sound. 

| The 7 r * , ” by x bal voy * % > 
| n Maul ir Ale Hie creet I ral ly, 
Hoping to 55 1 255 Ar er 


2 J 

di. L%. 45 \ <cluged Man: . 

| e 1 hurt: lei 10 1 giddy j licht, 

? * * 1 8 A 
E feared the lurking Dangers of the cht. 
Ch, to whom 1 tende: 1 complain'd 
a ur * * , 6 tl oy TRI 4 * 
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My looſe Attire the Sentinels deſcry'd, 

And rudely would have drawn my Veil aſide. 
Pity my Caſe, ye Virgins of the Plain, 
Whene'er ve take, reſtore my wand'ring Swain: 
For him I languith, and my loveſick Mind 
Without his Preſence no Relief can find, 


CHORUS f VIRGINS. | 


How bleſt, how more than bleſt the happy Swain, 
For whom fo fine a Creature can complain ! 
Deſcribe, thou Fair, this Partner of thy Breaſt, 
Shew us how he fo far excels the reſt; 

O ſay what Charms, with ſuch ſuperior Grace, 
Finiſh his Perfon and adorn his Face, | 


S H E. 


His Face with far tranſcendent Beauty glows, | 
As the rich Standard in the Squadron ſhows ; 
His Charms ſuch bright diſtinguiſh'd Luſtre wear, | 
Among ten thouſand he'd the Chief appear. 
A youthful Red with intermingled White 
Sets off his Features in a pleaſant Light. 
Shining his Hair, and of a Kaven Black, | 
In waving Ringlets falls adown his Back: 
Armed with a tender Languiſhment his Eyes 
Pleaſe while they wound, and kill without Surprile : {1 
So ſoft and fo alluring Turtles look, | 
That bill and coo beſide the purling Brook. | 
His blooming Cheeks reſemble vernal Flow'rs, 

Warmed with the Sun and plump'd with A»« 11 Show 75, 
Flis melting Lips like new-blown Roſe-Buds meet, 
Bedew'd and drooping with a baimy Sweet, 
But oh! his fragrant Kiſſes who can tell! 
So much bevond Deſcription they excel. | 
Where can his matchleſs Hand a Rival find? | 
So turned the Fingers, and ſo fitly joined! 

Rings for Embellithment by ſome are worn ;; | 
Hts aner Hands the very Gems adorn. | 


The FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 
His Skin, like poliſh'd Ivory, ſmooth and fair, 


His Veins like Rows of inlaid Saphires are, 
His ſhapely Legs, like Marble Pillars, bold 
The Fabrick riſing from a Baſe of Gold. 
His Form a Proſpect ſo inviting wears, 
As crown'd with Cedars Le SANO appears, 
When with the floping Sun 'tis gilded bright, 
And bleſſes with its Smile the diſtant Sight. 

Such is my Love, ye Virgins, ſuch the Swaiu 
That gives me Pleaſure with alternate Pain. 


CANTO vL 


| CHORUS. 


RIGHT Maid, ah! whither is thy Charmer gone, 
And leſt thee here defenceleſs and alone? 

Teil us, that we may range the Streets, the Grove, 

| Or Garden, till we tad the Man you love. 


S HE. 


Sure to the Garden he has bent his Flight, 
For there's his Pleaſure and his Soul's Delight; 
Nor wonder that all Night he revels there, 
A Wildernels of Spice perfumes the Air; 
| Citrons above, and fragrant Flow'rs beneath : 
' Inev'ry Walk their grateful Odours breathe : 
raits with delicious Pulp his Thirſt appeaſe, 
And riſing Lilies form his Conch of Eaſe. 
lappy, it while he views the pleaſing Scene, 
Some tender Thoughts of me break in between. 
| H E. 
| What other Object can Admittance find, 
chile yan, dear bright Idra, fill my Mind : 
Should Tisz a wich her gilded Turrets riſc, 
The Landſkip paint, and mingle with the Skies; 
Place but my Fair, my beauteous Princeſs near, 
ler Charms the finer Prolſpect would appear. 
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Shou'd 
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Shou'd Armies march along in ney Array, 
Their Spears advance, their Enſigns w ide diſplay; 
Her Eyes wou'd more exalted Gl Loris cart, 

With nore Surpriſe wou'd thrill the Gazer's Heart. 
Nouriſu'd by their propitious Beams 1 live, 
Yet ſcarce can bear the Splendor that they give: 


So ſhines the Morning dun with kindly Light, 


But who can view his Blaze without an aking Sight? 


Unnumber'd Females, of a Form divine, 
The ſoſt Seraglio's private Walls confine ; 
Where blooming Virgins ripen to Deſire, 
And bright Sultanas glow with prevtis'd Fire: 
Oft, as I ſigh amldſt the beauteous Throng, 
For all by Turns, but not for any long, 

From Charm to Charm with eager Gul! rove, 
Reſolved to taſle Variety of Love; 

ut ſoon as I behold my hoav*nly Fair, 

ly wandring Fancy flops, and ſettles there. 
The Beauties of the Sex 1 find in 7g 
For ſhe's a Magazine of Charms alone, 
The lighted Nymphs yet bleſs her v ith their Voice, 
And Fnvy's Sell approves the happy Choice. 

But who is this, that with her glorious Ey 
Looks Iike the Morn, and emulates the Skies 
Fair as the Moon, reſlecing Silver L 16 ht, 


0 


#1 
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* * 1 * 
Strong as the golden Sun, and be amy br! ght. 


So glittering Spears that ile the dreadful War 

With tat: I Cle: ams ih in trembling from alar. 
5 „ © 

Dire 1 in e. G 10 }y © of <p! ces as 11 (+ $1918: 

To view the ring Flow! d pregn2 1 Bud; 


"The Trees in "Ve re grcen, with bloomy Shade 
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And mingled! Light, Landſkip made ; 
Yet when her diſtant Eyes le Stars appear, 
yn) © out; rt an i center. there: 
Wing'd wich Debros try Soul outflies the Wind, 
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CANT O-:YIL — 
H E | 
FR flender Fect. mo! love ely to behold, 


Are cas'd in Purple Buſkias wronght with Gold 
er well-turn'd Legs and fall-proportion' d Thighs, 


; 15 
0 ty * by Degrees, and with new Beauty riſe ; 
4 ke Joints with Dt: nolcs fn niling : and above, 


The Spring of Blitz 5 the bubbling Fount of Love. 
| Plump is her Belly, but how ſmoothly plain! 
Like Fields of Wheat in ipregnated with Rain ; 
White as the Silver Lil vl © ſnowy Bloom, 
ling with Dew, and fragrant with Perfume. 
| Her even Breaſts like the Roe's Youngling's play, 
and panting bound luxuriant as they: 
Like Velvet Buds the Crimſon Ni: PIC es riſe, 
| Firm to the Touch and grate: al t. ) the Fes. 
Fair as an Ivory C oluma's tov"rin 7 eight, 
| Her lofty Neck advances to the Sighr, | 
| Her Eves reflect the Fountain's limpid Hue, 
(Har as the Sky and of a heav'nly re 

| Like 2-47-35 of milder Li; mt, divinely fir, 
band back and braided ſince her lll en Flair, 
The Kin ig, in paſh; 8, her bright Form admires, 
An. ] foo E within his 1 realt ſolt ki lin, 2 F ires; 
Held-in the Galleries a Slave to Lov 2. 
Intent he gazes, and forgets to move. 

How fair art thou, my Queen, thy Charms how bright! 
| For Picaſure form” d, and finith'd for D. light: 
q Tall as the Palm thy Mien, thy juicy kreaft, 
Like cluſt'ring Grapes, inviting to be preſt. 

Let me the {traight the ſtately Boll aſcend, 
Craſp'd in my Arms the blooming Boughs ſhall bend; 
The clilt'ring Vine in my Fmbrace ſhall bleed, 
And on thy fragrant balmy Breath [' feed. 
| Thy { ape, bote * alte exceeds the ric} heit Wine, 


M 5 » SLE 
Shall f-2ft m Palate and my Eli one + 
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This with new Pleafure will our Joys prolong, 
Make Dulneſs brisk, and wearied Nature young. 


S HE. 


Thy Tranſports, Love, with what Delight I hear ! 


Such Fondneſs raviſhes my liſt'ning Ear, 
With thee I'll range the diſtant lonely Fields, 
Where the freſh Spring eternal Pleaſure yields; 
Where the low Village, free from noiſy Strife, 
Unheeded drinks the real Sweets of Life. 
There let us lodge, and with the Morning Sun 
Our Courſe of pleaſing Toil together run; 
Obſerve the Vine its tender Bud diſcloſe, 


— 


How with young Bloom the new Pomegranate glows: 


ow ripening Fruits in Embryo appear, 
The grateful Proſpect of a plenteous Year, 


There, on ſome Bank reclin'd, whilſt over Head 


Embow'ring Jaſmines their ſweet Odours ſhed, 
Claſping and claſp'd with cver-twining Arms, 
Unenvy d I'll enjoy thy manly Charms, 

Give up my hidden Beauties to thy Sight, 
And die in Extaſies of full Delight. 


CANTO VII. 
n 


H! that thou wert, as once my Brother u, 


Free and familiar to my fond Embrace; 
When fmiling both, both innocent and young, 
One Breaſt we fuck'd, and on one Boſom hung. 
Then, without Shame, 1'd publickly employ 
Each paſſing Minute to improve my jov. 
Graſp thy dear Hand, and with a Siſter's Kiſs 
Uncenfſur'd ſteal a momentary Bliſs : 

And when, impatient of the raging Fire, 
A mutual Senſe ſhou'd prompt us to retire, 
Fearleſs I'd lead thee to my Mother's Bed, 

And on thy Boſom lay my raptur'd Head : 
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By her inſtructed in the Arts of Love, 
My Paſſion might with apteſt Graces move; 
While rich Collations, crown'd with cordial Wine, 
To feed our Flame, like Fuel, ſhou'd combine. 
Be gone, ye female Slaves, my Voice obey ; 
Fly, and attend with Silence far away : 
Perhaps my Love, to Solitude inclin'd, 
In gentle Slumbers will indulge his Mind. 


HE. 


Lean on my Arm, on me thy Head recline, 
The Care to guard my Charmer's Steps be mine: 
Thy Poſture now revives the pleaſing Thought 
How thou wert firſt to my Embraces brought. 
Beneath a lofty Cedar's gloomy Shade, 

On the green Turf my languid Limbs were laid, , 
Thy Mother came, and lo! the led along 

Her dear SaPHIRA, beautiful and young; 

When ſtreight ſhe gave thee to my longing Side, 

And I with Ardour feiz'd the bluſhing Bride. 

The reſt is paſt Deſcription ; NOW NO more 

Love was outrageous, for his Fit was o'er : 

I rais'd thee fainting from the fragrant Green, 
The conſcious Print among the Flow'rs was ſeen 
My Arm, as now, ſuſtained thy lovely Frame, 
| Sweet was the Pleaſure then, and now the fame, 


SHE. 


Light of my Life, oh ! take me to thy Heart, 

Nor ever with thy fond Sar niRA part: 

Oh! ſeal me, ſtamp me on thy tender Mind 

And leave the ſtrong Impreſſion deep behind. 
For Love, like Death, his Sceptre ſternly ſways, 
Whene'er the Tyrant calls, the Slave obeys. 
His Paſſion, turn'd to Jealouſy, will rave 
Fierce as a Whirlwind, cruel as the Grave, 
For ever burnt and burning with Deſire, 
As Coals that glow with unconſuming Fire, 
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Let guſhing Brooks and ſwelling Torrents roll 
Their cooling Waters o'er the Love- ſick Soul, 
Yet will ſurvive the bright unſullied Flame, 

Its Vigour lively, and its Heat the ſame. 
Ranſack the ſolid Globe for Wealth, and ſweep 
The ſecret Valleys of th' unfathom'd Deep ; 
Give all to Love, and bribe him to be kind, 
Yet ſtill you'll feel his Fetters on your Mind: 
Whate'er you ſtake, his Value's (till above, 
And nothing balances but Love for Love. 


HE. 
Then be it publiſh'd thro” the ſpacious Eaſt, 


How much, how dearly SoLomow is bleſt. 
Shew how his Palaces and Temples rife 
With glittering Roofs aſpiring to the Skies; 
Paint his fair Gardens, and diſcloſe the Groves, 
The private Scenes of his repeated Loves ; 
The purling Falls of Water, to invite 
Soft Slumbers, and divert with freſh Delight : 
Deſcribe his Ivory Throne,. his pompous State, 
With all the gaudy Names that ſound him great: 
But tell the World that theſe are triſling Things 
Compar'd to her from whom his Pleaſure ſprings, 
For Grandeur and for glorious Fame delign'd 
To awe the Vulgar, and amuſe Viankind, 
Mere Bubbles made for Wonder and for Show ; 
His real Joys from dear Saznina flow. 

And, left the dazzling Mines from Oye broug 
To after Ages ſhould ſuggeſt 2 Thought, 
That he, who cou'd command ſo rich 2 P rize, 
Might well be bleft, might well be counted wife 
Let future Times in laſting Verſe be told, 
His fair One made him happy, not his Celd. 


Mt 
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S H E. 

Sweet are the Accents of thy heav'nly Voice! 
The Groves are pleas'd, the liſtning Swains rejoice ; 
The little Birds ſuſpend their flutt'ring Wing, 
Hover in Silence, and forget to ling. 

Once more with that enchanting Muſick chear 
My longing Soul, my fond expecting Ear. 

o come with all thy dear delightful Charms: 

| Ruſh on my Breaſt and dart into my Arms: 

Oh, haſte, my Life, and with thy nimbler Speed 
The Mountain Roe or the wild Hart exceed. 
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| OCCASIONAL 
POEMS 


By the ſame AUTHOR. 
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p R E F A CE. 


Tz E kind Reception with which my late 
oh xg” Performance has been enter- 
tained by People F a diſtinguiſhed Taſte 
and Condition, has gone ſo far as to honour 
it with ſeveral new Impreſſions, which, the 
Printer having thought proper to ſet forth 
in a Size more convenient for the Hand or 
Pocket, he importuned me for ſome other 
Pieces of the Author ts fill up the ſuper- 
rumerary Pages of his laſt Sheet. There- 
fore, in Compliance with his Requeſt, I ſent 
m the following Poems, as what I judged 
Juſficient for the Supplement he deſired : And 
their being turned ſo much upon the Subject 
Love, makes them the leſs unfit to be 
aided upon this Occaſion. I believe the Re- 
mains which I have of his are enough ta 


„ fill a pretty large Volume, which may all 


iu their ſeveral Turns ſee the Light. Theſe, 


Wh ich 


aa” 


1 


PREFACE. 


. which are here communicated to the Towy, 


were ſome F them written during the Time 
of an Excurſion, which the young Gentle- 
man made to London, ſome few Winters 
ago. Wherever be went, Love was ſlill 
uppermoſt in his Mind; ſo that he ſeems to 
have lived, as well as died, for that darling 
Paſſion. I could wiſh it had excluded, from 
his Imagination, Thoughts of a leſs innocent 
Nature, which he ſeems to have borrowed 
from the free-thinking Frequenters of But- 
ton's ; ſince I cannot help ſuſpecting that 
thoſe, who are ſo apt to expatiate upon the 

tous Frauds of the ancient Fleathens, would 
( if they durſt ) be little leſs foreward in 
their Conſtrations of the Rites and Cere- 
monies of modern Chriſtianity. 


Oxon. Feb. 15. 
1720. 
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MIDSUMMER WIS H. 


ulis me gelidis ſib mentibus Hemi 
Siſtat, & ingenti ramorum protegat umbrd!“ Vid. 


Fritten when the Author was at Eton School. 


AFT me, {ome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To WixnpsoR's ſhady kind Retreat, 
Where ſilvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the Dogltar's raging Heat: 


Where tufted Graſs and moſſy Beds 
Aﬀord a rural calm Repoſe ; 

V here Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy TrHamts, that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays ; 

His glu Aly Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flow ry Meadow {trays. 


His fertile Banks with Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plenty ſwell, 
Mhere- eber his purer Streams are ſeen, 
The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell, 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave, 
With naked Arm, once more divide; 
In thee my giowing Boſom lave, 
And cut the gently-rolling Tide. 


D T.1y 


26 Occaſional PoE us. 


Lay me, with Damask Roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome Oher's dusky Shade, 

Where Water-Lilies deck the Ground, 
Where bubbling Springs refreſh the Glade. 


Let dear Lucixpa too be there, 
With azure Mantle ſlightly dreſt. 

Ye Nymphs bind up her flowing Ha 
Ye ZEPHYRS fan her panting Bre 


O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 

The Muſe, the kindly Freind to Love; 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall {ing, 

And warble thro' the vocal Grove. 


C 


Or her own Son, the mighty God of Love; 
At the ſame Inſtant let but honeſt Tow 


From Syrvia's dear terreſtrial Lodging come, 


With Look important a —— Peres 
Alone our C ompany 


As the vait Dittzance of the utmoſt Star; 


To SyYLv1ia's Arms with all my Strength I'd fly; 
Let who would mect the Beauty of the Sky. 


h 


TILE let us love, mi y SYLVIA, and be wiſe ; 
Look grave ſometimes, but in on r Hearts de! (pile | 
The Things which formal Hvpocrites adviée- 


FRE I invited bo 2 Nectar Fealt 
In Heav'n, and VEexvus nam'd me for her Gu 


Tho” Mrxcury the Meſſenger ſhould prove, 


to drink fore Tea. 
Tho' Ton were mortal, Macs! divine ; 

Tho' SyLvia gave me Water, Virus Wine; 
Tho' Heaven was here, and Bows rarer lay as far 
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The Sun, whoſe flagging Beams decline at Night, 
Riſes each Morn with f:eſh recruited Light: 

But we, when once we'v* ſpent our ſcanty Day, 
Muſt bid good Night to Pleaſure, Love and Play, 
And leep a whole Eternity away. 

Then, w hile you ſive, be conſtant to employ 

Each ebbing Yioment in th' Affairs of joy; 

When Privacy permits, and Youth requires, 
Fxert vour Strength, and light up all your Fires; 


* \\ ro! ling detain the Angel of D. light, 


And force a Bleſſing ere he takes his Flight. 


Ten 1 Nilies let your Lips prepare, 
| The balmy Prelude to the Lovers W ar, 


Thick as the whirling Sands on Lisra's Coatt 
Suck'd in Confuſion, and in Rapture loft. 

O Vexvus! grant thy Suppliant fuch a Death; 
C'erwhelm'd in Storms like this to loſe his Breath. 
or when the fated Point of Time draws nigh, 
stretch'd on the {acred Altar let me lie, 
SYLV1a the Prieftets, and the Victim 1. 
As under Ipa's Shades Almighty Joy Fr, 
path d in the Sweets bf folt ambrot: Wy Lo 
Exhautted lay on Juxo's panting beat, 
Codlike diffolving to immortal Relt. 


To S-XY-L3 VL A; 


YLVIA, for ever lovely, deareſt Maid, 
\\ ith Vou CO! par d, the Lily and the Roſe, 
Verwhelm'd in Grief, recline their dewy Head, 
Nor this ſo pure, nor that ſo blooming thows 2 
In every Clime vour op'ning Beauties bring 
1 s whole Wardrobe, a perpetual Spring. 


* 1 5 * . 
Unlock the Treſſes of your hurniſh'd Hair, 
Loole let the Knglets o'er your Shoulders ſpread, 
Thus 
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Thus mix'd, we view them more diſtinctly fair, 

Like Trails of golden Wire on Ivory laid. 
So Pnokzos o'er the vielding Krux Streams, 
And ſtreaks the Silver Clouds with brighter Beams, 
So finely turn'd your poliſh'd Eychrows riſe, 

As model'd by young Curtp's hcav'nly Bow; 
And ſure his fatal Shafts are in your Eyes, 

Which at the gazing World in Sport you throw, 
O Nymph, to eaſe your Lover's throbbing Smart, 
Yield, and prepare for a revenging Dart. 


Your honied Lips, like fair Vermilion bright, | 
Moiſt as Dioxk's with a balmy Swee 
Pouting for Kiſſes, ſwell to give Delight, 
And part commodiouſly with mine to meet. 
O come, like Doves, my SYLv1a, ict us bill, 
Foin, thruit, and parry with ingenious Skill. 


hk. 


But ſtop ! for fo exceſſive is the Bliſs, | | 
It ſhoots like Poiſon thro' my vital Blood; 

With pleaſing Pain you ſtab at ev'ry Kils, 
O Gods ! and torture while you're kindly good. 

Too lovely Maid! regard my cruel Caſe, 

And heal me with a full con pleat Enibrace. 


What roy Odours your ſoft Boſom yields! 
Heaving and fail, ng gently as you breathe: 
Like Hills that riſe amid(t fair fertile! ields, 
With round ſmooth Tops and how'ry wales beneath, 
Se well the-candid Aus with fleecy Snow, 
\\ hile Myrtles bud, and V iolets bloom below. 


Your Speech like Muſick flows in charmino Strains 
Your fragrant Kifles with Delight I rake, | 

Your 'Tonch, like Lightning, trembles thro? my Veint ' 
And 'wakes my Fancy to a freſh Repaii, 


Rap- 
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Raptures on Raptures, an eternal Round, 
And Joys on Joys ſucceſſively abound. 


If the fam'd Pow'rs ſuch full Fruition ſhare 
in Tranſports which their Appetites refine ; 
If Love and Pleaſures are the Buſineſs there, 
What Bliſs have they more exquiſite than mine? 
SYLV1A, like Heav'n, does every Senſe improve, 
And melts down ev'ry Paſſion into Love. 


HEATHEN PRIESTCRAFT. 


FROM. THE 


Firſt By: of Ovid's Faſtorum. 


Grant that, ever ſince the World began, 

The Gods claim'd Worſhip from their Creature Man; 
But then, in Offerings frugal as in Food, 
Their Altars ſtood unſtain'd with victim Blood; 
They offer'd beſt who practis'd to be good. 
As yet no foreign Ship, with Spices fraught, 
Had Myrrh and Frankincenſe from IxD1 a brought; 
Far off conccal'd along Eur uRATES' Shore, 
Thoſe balmy Shrubs their fragrant Bloſſoms bore. 
Unvalu'd the rich cordial Cæocus grew, 
Or only valu'd for its purple Hue. 
The Prieſts their Virtues firſt perceiv'd, and then 
The Gods requir'd 'em at the Hands of Men. 
Betore, green Pot-herbs of good ſavoury Smell, 
The Froduct of each Garden, ſerv'd as well; 
Or branching Laurel, crackling as it blaz'd, 
In blueiſh Fumes the angry Gods appeas'd. 
Frelh Garlands, woven from the flow'ry Bank, 
Were deem'd Oblations of ſufficient Rank : 
\ iotecs, if twiſted in among the reſt, 
vrib'd high, and ev'n pronounc'd the Suppliant bleſt. 


Sharp 
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Sharp Tools, to kill and carve the ſlaughter'd Beaſt, 
Were ſince invented by ſome Butcher prieſt; 
Who, wiſely finding that the Fleſh was good, 
Feign'd that the Gods muſt be appeas'd with Blood. 
Crars in Wrath demands the routing Swine, 
Bacchus the Goat, for nibbling of his Vine. 
The Sheep and Ox, accus'd of no Offence, 
Seem'd to be doom'd without the leaſt Pretence; 
But our diſcreet Nivines declare that theſe 
Do belt of all the Pow'rs immortal pleaſe ; 

That the Gods leave their Heaven for fuch a Treat; 
Truc ; for broil'd Cutlets are delicious Meat. 

But vet ſometimes, to Nath the artful Scene, 
Some Gods are honour'd with a Beait unclean ; 

If all which they requir'd were good to eat, 
Twould make Mankind ſuſpect it all a Cheat; 
Some Kites indifferent muſt be duly mixt, 
To ſhuffle with the reſt, and come betwixt. 
Thus argues the deſigning crafty Prieſt, 

And thus conceals and carries on the [eſt : 
Wherefore a Dog at Tzivia's Altar dies; 
Or a dead Horſe may be a Sacrifice; 

Such as the PPRSIANSS offer to the Sun, 
Becaule he's active and well-made to run. 
For, whether all the juggling Pranks they do 
Are advantageous to themſelves, or no, 
The Prieſthood {ill give Reaſons for each Trick, 
And make em all fienificant alike. 

Gallant Patarus, Guardian of our Fruit, 
An Ats requires, that aukward heavy Brute: 
But hear the Cauſe his reverend Clergy give; 
"Tis no unpleaſant Legend, as I live, 

hen ancient GREECE tricnnial Honours paid 

To Baccivs with the Ivy-circled Head, 

Each rural Deitv was made a Gueſt, 

And chear'd with mirthſul Pleafantrics the Fcaſt. 
Pax and his Crew of luſtiul Satyrs came, 

\\ hoſe youthful Elocd burat with venereal Flame : 


For 


* 
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For the bright Nymphs, from every Stream and Grove 
Aﬀembled there, inſpir 4 their Hearts with Love. 
There old Sil NUsS came, in uſual State, 
Aſtride his Afs, ridic W great. 
There the rough? Patron of the Gardens too, 
With well-hung Enſign march'd, expos'd to View; 
And came where all the Company was aid 
On moſſy Beds bencath a ſpreading Shave, 

Their Wine by Bac uus was 2 ed alone 
But each was crown'd with Gariands ot bs own: 
A limpid Brook ro! I'd re the matted Grals, 
At once to cool and qualify tne Glass. 
The woody Nymphs, part with looſe flowing Tair, 
Their ſfowy Necks, and heaving Brealts all bare, 
Part dreſt, and with embreded Treſſes crown'd, 
Their ſhapely Legs in ſilver Buſkins hound, 
With wy lands, the fragrant Dinner drett, 
And added to the Flavour of the Felt, 
The gentle Breeze that wav dtheir thin Attire, 
Fan'd in the rural Gods an amorons Fire, 
Aar Pax, his Brow begirt with Mount. un Pines, 
Ogling, in Sighs his captive Heart reſigns. 
stur sus too with untam'd Lu't was lt tung r, 
Whoſe everlaſting Lewdneſs keeps him young. 
But ſtiff Pararus, Warden of the Grove: 
With Loris ſmitten, only Loris loves: 
On her his Wiſhes and his Fyes are fix'd, 
an all his Talk with double Meanings miz'd, 
But Beauty's often temper'd with Pifdain, 
T be Fair with Scorn regards her Lo: er's Palin 
She awes the Letcher with a 41 tant Pride, 

And haughty Smiles his publick Flame deride. 

Now Night advanc'd, and Wine 2nd Revels done 
Faſy Repole with gentle Sleep came on. 
The burning God obſere'd whe * tir'd with Play, 
Loris beneath a ſhady Maple lay; 


Y 


Stritch'd 
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Stretch'd out ſupine upon a graſſy Bed, 
Upon a flow'ry Turf reclin'd her Head. 
He roſe, and, filent as the Steps of Death, 
On Tiptoe ſoftly ſtealing, held his Breath, 
Till he had crept within the bleſsful Bow'r 
That gave his utmoſt Wiſhes to his Pow'r. 
And now, afraid leſt ev'ry moving Air, 
Een her own Breath might wake the ilumb'ring Fair, 
The neighbouring Turf with tender Care he preit ; 
Still lay the Nymph o'erwhelm'd in downy Reft : 
O'erjoy'd the God her Veſture upward drew, 
And to the Goal with furious Vigour flew ; 
When the grave Pad of old SiLtxus bray'd, 
And moſt unluckily his Plot betray'd. 
The Nymph awaken'd ſtrove with all her Might 
To ſtop the eager Dotard's fond Delight, 
And, rolling ſidelong from his hot Embrace, 
Scream'd out and fill'd with loud Alarms the Place. 
The filver Moon, juſt breaking from a Cloud, 
Shew'd where the God in ſtrange Confuſion {tood, 
Too well provided for the Feats of Love, 
And quite expos'd to all the laughing Grove. 

For this the Aſs was victim'd, and from hence 
All Aﬀes ſuffer for that one's Offence. 

The feather'd Warblers, whoſe melodious Lay 
Gladens the Shade from ev'ry leafy Spray, 
With Love and Innocence ſecurely bleſt, 
Might hope to ſcape the bloody minded Prieſt. 
But theſe, they ſay, the Gods command to kill, 
As Creatures that reveal the heav'nly Will; 


When in ſwiſt Flight they ſtretch their painted Wing, 


Or when they raiſe their thrilling Voice and ling, 
Thus from her Mate the ſpotleſs Turtle torn 

Is often to the flaming Altar born. 

Thus Geeſe for Io's ſplendid Feaſt are carv'd, 
Tho' once a Gooſe the Capitol preſerv'd. 

Nor ought avails the Cock his coral Creſt, 

His ſhining Plumes, and gloily varying Breaſt, 


Since 


— 
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Since his ſhrill Note, which wakes the Morning Light, 
Ofends the gloomy Goddels of the Night. 
Thus ſays the Prieſt, providing at his Wiſh 
A roſted Gooſe, that very ſpecial Dith ; 
And, to reward his ſacerdotal Toil, 
For him the Cock, for him the Pigeons broil. 


- 
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NAKED FRU1T 
From the Sec;nd Book of O vip s Faſtorum. 


F the gay filvan God, that wildly roves 
O'er fair \xcan1ia's Plains and ſhady Groves, 

That haunts each gurgling Spring and flow'ry Dale, 
Where opening Tempe ſpreads its happy Vale, 
Where green CYLLENE rears her lofty Head, 
And ſtreaming Lao cuts the graſſy Mead, 
OfFauxvs is my Song. Aſliſt my Verſe, 
O wooddy Saint, while I thy Rites rehearſe. 

Rowe, for ſtrict Piety of old renown'd, 
With Flowrets ſweet thy verdant Altars crown'd, 
With thee her wide PaxTHEON pleas'd to grace, 
Tho' now inferior Saintlings fill the Place. 
At thine, the giddy ſuperſtitious Crowd, 
As now at their Proceſſions, ſtar'd and bow'd, 
On Favs Fealt they {anctity'd the Day 
With Rubric, Temple, Carnival and Play. 
But ſure their Cult indecently they paid, 
And Nature's Privacies too much difplay'd ; 
Uncloth d thy Prieſts their myſtic Meaſures trode, 
And naked honour'd thee their naked God. 
Forgive the Muſe, if, ladicrouſly bold, 
The wanton Maid thy Secrets dare unfold ; 
It ſhe, jocoſe, the fabled Cauſe relates, 
To fee his Clergy cloth'd why Faryxi Hates, 


E Tag 
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"Twas Summer; Pnorzus, with declining Ray, 
Began to ſlope the recions ſultry Day; 
When Fauxvs, circled with his horned Throng, 
On the ſoft Turf ſecurely lay along. 
Here from the Chace fatigu'd, and faint with Heat, 
Under the Shade he ſought a cool Retreat. 
No ſunny Beams here peirc'd the leafy Trees, 
Which nor excluded quite the fanning Breeze, 
The fanning Breeze among the Branches blew, 
And opened to the North a diſtant View. 
From hence the goatiſh Deity deſcry'd 
ALC1DEsS walking with his LyD:iax Bride, 
When ſtarting, with an amorous Look he gaz'd. 


And while he look'd, her blooming Beaut y prais'd. 


O happy Swain ! he gently lighing ſaid, 
Who uncontrol'd enjoy fo bright a Maid ; 
Stop, and with one dear Sight a Rival bleſs, 
Let me admire the Nymph whom you poſſeſs. 
And you, brown Mountain- Goddeſſes, whote Charms 
Fade in the Light, which now my Boſom warms, 
No more with ill-plac d Love Ii kneel to vou; 
Adieu, brown PS — adieu. 

Thus, as ſhe walked, her Air and gay Attire 
Fon the quick Flames of his prev ailing Fire, 

r ſnowy Neck embrown'd with h lowing Hair, 

Like 1 Light in Shade S appear! d more brightly f air. 
Embroider'd Gold her Purple Mantua grac'd, 
A A golden Girdle bound her flender M alle, 
A gilt Umbrella HERCULES upheld, 
Which from the Pair the ſcorching Beams repell'd, 
Now Time, inſenſibly beguiled with T alk, 
Brings Event ng on, and finiſhes their Walk : 
Hrsrr's bricht L amp flames in the 1 weſt, 


And ſnews the buſy World 'tis Time to reſt. 
Down the delice 0 Mount th: v ti ke tneir Wav, 
Ard v inding Vin 2yards o'er the V als lurvey: 


Ar d now are at their coolly Grot arriv'? 
35 Nature 9 imitatin 8 Art, (ontris d. 
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The Root of unhewn Pumice vaulted hung, 

ns the rough Entrance claſping Ivy clung. 

car which a purling Spring, that down diſtill'd, 
A Ciltern, hollow'd with its dropping, ſill'd. 

Here, \ while the Servants, with ollicious aſte, 
prepar d for Supper, and the Side-Board plac'd, 
The ſprightly ] Nymph A frolick Fancy try'd, 

And drelt her rough ALcines like a Bride. 
A Crimfon Pall, varicd with Purple ue, 
Of fineſt Silk ſhe o'er his Shoulders threw : 
Then with her ſcanty Girdle would have brac'd, 

The ample Circuit of his braw ny. Waſte ; 

And giggled much his Limbs lo large to find, 

as in her widen'd Plaits were ſcarce conſin d. 
Herielt put on the Lion's ſhaggy Hide, 
The weighty Quiver rattl'd at her Side; 
Then graſp'd the Club the mighty Hero bore, 
Who never felt ſo ſoft a Touch before. 

Thus, for a W him, prepoiterouily clade, 

Thev ſupp'd and weat to Bed in Maſquer ade: 

Ert lay that Night apart, reſolv'd to riſe 

And chaſtly pay theis Morning Sacrifice: 

A Tribute due to Bacchus the Grins, 

The Author of all Good, Love, Mirth, and Wine. 

Now all was huſh d, os Row "'twas - Hour, 

Waen Fauxvus ventur'd to the roſy Bow, 
Love, whoſe 2 tickling Dart 
Jo Action can excite een Woman's Heart, 
Drove the hot Lover tron his ſhaddy Home, 
On dangerous Attempts abroad to roam, 

Thro' all the gloomy Horrors of the Light, 
Scorning unmanly Fear and pale Aſtrighit. 

And ROW, the Entry to th * E rotto found, 

He pro. 1d his hawdy Hands, and prop'd SI 3 
Here { ürtt, embalmed in Wine, the Scrvants la ty 
Carele!s, and {nor'd the live- long No! 


E AY vo Av. 


his Hopes irom 3 advanc” d, 
To find their Juaffing Lord as deep entranc'd, 


Arm'd 
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Arm'd with a greater Boldneſs ventur'd in, 

And thought to act ſecure the luſcious Sin. 

Firſt, by g 900d Hap, the bletsful Bed he found, 

\\ hich with Succeſs his Wiſhes might have crown'd, 
But when will ſublunary Creatures dare 

To truſt their Wants with Providence's Care? 
Each on his own Diſcretion ſtill relies, 

And moſt miſtakes, when molt he thinks he's wiſe, 
Thus far'd the God, who, had he not belicy'd 

His own Surmiſes, ne'er had been deceiv'd. 

For, when he felt the ſhaggy Lion's Hair, 

The rugged Covering of the comely Fair, 

Struck with a ſudden Dread he ſtarted ba ck, 

As when the Shepherd in the thorny Brake, 
Treads unawares upon a ſleeping Snake. 

Then, ſtcaling foreward to th' adjoining Couch, 
Whoſe Silk with Softneſs met his gentle Touch, 

He mounted on the Side that next him lay, 

His Spear advanc'd and ready for the Fray. 

But lifting up the Clothes, and feeling there, 

He found huge Legs all rough with thicklet Hair, 
Surpris'd, and groping farther, ſtill in vain, 

His curious Search alarm'd the ſturdy Swain, 
Whofe backſtroke Fiſt recoiling at his Head, 
Tumbled the Silvan from the lotty Bed. 

The Noiſe diſturb'd the Nymph, who, in a Fright, 
Call'd up the Slaves, and bid them bring a Light. 
A Light was brought, which ſoon diſcoyver'd all; 
Poor Fauwus bruis'd and groaning with his ! all ; 
M ho ſcarce could raiſe his batter'd Limbs from Ground: 
A Ridicale to all the drunken Vaſſals round. 

Loud laugh'd the well-begotten Son of Joys, 

The LyDias Damſel laugh'd, to fee her Love 
With uncouth Pain diſtort his Satyr's Face, 
Aſtom'd and limping from th' unlucky Place. 

The God, by Clothes thus fatally beguil'd, 
His Hopes betray d, his amorous Fancy foll d, 


Hate; 
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Hates all Attire; and hence his wanton Prieſts 
Admit the naked only to his Feaſts. 

Then, to refreſh and purify the Heart, 
Divines would only view each outward Part ; 
But modern Roux, to ſcour us all from Sin, 
Appoints à prying Prieſt to peep within. 

Both bent to know the Secrets of Mankind, 
The Body thoſe perus'd, but theſe the Mind. 


O N 
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Seen while ſhe was bathing. 


7 WW AS Summer, and the clear reſplendent Moon, 
"F- Shedding far o'er the Plains her tull-orb'd Light, 
Among the leſſer Stars diſtin&ly ſhone, 

Deſpoiling of its Gloom the ſcanty Night, 
When, walking forth, a lonely Path I took 
Nigh the fair Border of a purling Brook. 


Sweet and refreſhing was the Midnight Air, 
\\ hoſe gentle Motions huſh'd the ſilent Grove; 
Silent, unlels, when prick'd with wakeful Care, 
button warbled out her Tale of Love: 
While blooming Flowers, which in the Meadows grow, 
V'er all the Place their blended Odours threw, 


Juſt by the limpid River's cryſtal Wave, 

Its Eddies gilt with ProeBt's filver Ray, 
Still as it flow d a glittering Luſtre gave 

With glancing Gleams that emulate the Day; 
Yet oh! not half ſo bright as thoſe that riſe 
Where young FLoz1xDA bends her ſmiling Eyes, 


Whatever pleaſing Views my Senſes meet, 
Her intermingicd Charms unprove the Theme ; 
| Tue 
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The warbling Birds, the Flow'rs that breathe ſo ſweet; 
2 And the ſoft Surface of the dimpled Stream, | 
8 Reſembling in the Nymph ſome lovely Part, 
With Pleaſure more exalted ſeize my Heart. 


Rapt in theſe Thoughts I negligently rov'd, 
Imagin'd Tranſports all my Soul employ, 
When the delighttul Voice of her I lov'd 
Sent thro' the Shades a Sound of real joy. 
Confus'd it came, with giggling Laughter mixt, 
And Echo from the Banks reply'd betwixt. 


Infpir'd with Hope, upborn with light Deſire, 
To the dear Place my ready Footſteps tend, 
Quick, as when kindling Trails of active Fire 
Up to their native Firmament aſcend : 
There {hronded in the Briers unſcen I ſtood, 
And thro” the Leaves ſurvey'd the neighbouring Flood. 


* 


FrorinDA, with two Siſter-Nymphs, undreſt, 
Within the Channel of the coolly Tide, 

By bathing fought to ſooth her Virgin-Breaſt, 
Nor could the Night her dazzling Beauties hide, 

Her Features, giowing with eternal Bloom, 

Darted, like Hzesrt», thro' the dusky Gloom. 


Her Hair bound backward in a ſpiral Wreath 

Her upper Beauties to my Sight betray'd; 

The happy Stream concealing thoſe beneath, 
Around her Waſte with circling Waters play'd 

Who, while the fair One on his Boſom ſported, 

Her dainty Limbs with liquid Riſſes courted. 


A thovſand Cvy1Ds, with their infant Arms, 
Swam padling in the Current here and there ; . 
Some, with Smiles innocent, remark'd the Charms 
Of the regardleſs undeſigning fair 
Some 
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Some, with their little Eben Bows ſull-bended, 
And levell'd Shafts, the naked Girl defended. 


Her Eyes, her Lips, her Breaſts exactly round, 

Of Lily Hue, unnumber'd Arrows ſent ; 
Which to my Heart an eaſy Pallage found, 

Thrill'd in my Bones, and thro' my Marrow went: 
Some bubbling upward thro' the Water came, 
Prepar'd by Fancy to augment my Flame, 


Ah Love! how ill I bore thy pleaſing Pain! 
For while the tempting Scene {o near I view'd, 

A fierce Impatience throb'd in every Vein, 
Diſcretion fled, and Reaſon lay ſubdu'd; 

My Blood beat high, and with its trembling made 

A ſtrange Commotion in the ruſtling Stade, 


Fear ſeiz'd the timorous NAIADES, all aghaſt 
Their boding Spirits at the Omen link. | 
Their Eyes they wildly PR EACH 222 22 
And meditate to gain far ne form 
When in I plung'd, refolving to aſſwage, 
In the cool Gulph, Love's importuning Rage, 


Ah, ſtay FLorixDa ! (fo I meant to ſpeak) 
Let not from Love the lovelieſt Object fly! 
But, ere I'fpoke, a loud combining Squeak, 
From thrilling Voices, pierc'd the diſtant Sky: 
When ſtraight, as each was their peculiar Care, 
Th' immortal Pow'rs to bring Relief prepare. 


A golden Cloud deſcended from above, 4 
Like that which whilom hung on I0a's Brow, 
Where [uxo, PaLLas, and the Queen of Love, 
As then to PARIS, were conſpicuous now. 
Fach Goddeſs ſeiz'd her fav'zite Charge, and threw 
Aroung her Limbs a Robe of azure Hue. 
Bur 


4 * * 


F.40 Ofcaſiona! Powns. 
EF ButVznvs, who with Pity ſaw my Flame 
* Kindled by her own Amoret ſo bright, 

proy'd in private what ſhe ſeem'd to blame, 
4 And bleſs'd me with a Viſion of Delight: 


Careleſs ſhe dropt FLozinda's Veil aſide, 
That nothing might her choiceſt Beauties hide, 


lw ELysivn and the milky Way 
= *' Fair-opening to the Shades beneath her Breaſt ; 
In Vexvus's Lap the ſtruggling Wanton lay, 
And, while ſhe ſtrove to hide, reveal'd the reſt, 
A Mole embrown'd with no unſeemly Grace, 
Grew near, embelliſhing the ſacred Place. 


So pleas'd I view'd, as one fatigu'd with Heat, 
Who near at Hand beholds a ſhady Bow'r, 
Joyful, in Hope, amidſt the kind Retreat, 
To ſhun the Day-Star in his noontide Hour ; 
Or as when parch'd with droughty Thirſt he ſpics 


Armely rot whenes nnreſt Waters riſe. 


So I Fro — but denelq in vain: 
Like TaxTaLUus, who in the Realms below 
Sees bluſhing Fruits, which, to increaſe his Pain, 
When he attempts to eat, his Taſte forego. 
O Vexvus ! give me more, or let me drink 
Of Lrrur's Fountain, and forget to think. 
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